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~ BUSINESS DIRECTORY.

W. W. MILER,
TTORNEY AT LAW, NORTH CRAFTSBURY,

Yermont.

.

C. ¥. PERCIVAL,

EALER IN FURNITURE, COFFINS AND
Cnakels, Barton, Vi

¥. W. BALDWIN,

TTORNEY AT LAW AND SOLICITOR IN
Chaneory, Barton, Vt.

A. 0. PARKER,

T POST OFFICE, BARTON LANDING, VT.,
Fire and Accident Insurance Agent.

F. W. SILSBY,

A UCTIONEER & APPRAISER WEST BURKE,
Vi. All orders promptly attended to.

CHARLES F. BRANCH,

HYSBICIAN AND SURGEON, COVENTRY, VT.
Office at rasldence of Mr, 8amoel Burbank.

L. . THOMPSON,

TTORNEY, COUNBELOR AND SOLICITOR.
Also Bounty and Pension Agent, Irasburgh, ¥t.

J. E. DWINELL,

}.- ANUFACTURER AND DEALER IN ¥FURNI-
ture, Coffins and COnskets, Carpets, Room Pa-

per, ete., Glover, Vi, 11-1

I ENTIST, NEWPORT, VT. WILL BE AT
Irasburgh the second Monday of every month

nd remnin six days, Pe4BLr

G. H. NEWLAND,

C. Il. GREEN,
EALER IN BURIAL ROBES,COFFINS,CABK-
ots and Furnitore, Austin's Block, Barton
ILanding, Vi. Hearse provided at funerals.

F. M. PERRY,

HE OLD DENTIST, MAIN STREET, BARTON,
Vi. All work done im best manner and war-
jranted. Gas and Ether used when desgired.

J. A, PEARSON,
ENTIST, BARTON, VT. OFFICE IN RODIN-
son's Block over Hall's store. Consultation frea.
a8 and Efther administered forthe painless extruciion
f teeth. Naboli used to prevent pain in Alling teeth.

WM. B. DODGE,

I OWELL, VT., AGENT FOR THE VERMONT

Mutual Fire Insorance Company, Montpelier,

t. Insure dwellings, farm property, household

urniture, ete., and mercantile risks, for the term of

hree or flve yeare. All honest losses equitably ad-
usted and promptly paid.

DIPHTHERIA!

HE FPROSTRATION which follows
Diphtheria, and the persistency with
which it elings to the patient, are well
known to all who have had any experience
with this terrible disease.
The following letter shows how the re-
storing and invigorating properties of

Hood's oy i
Sarsaparilla ing the blood it

Ing and enrich-

neutralizes and
eradicates the polsoned matter from it,
bringing to the convalescent the color, life
and vigor of robust health.

LowELL, MAass.
Mzessns. C. 1. Hoop & Co.: Gentlemen—
My little girl had the diphtheria last April.
The disease left her very weak, blood poor,
with no appetite, and she could not seem to
rally from its effects, HooD'S BARSAPARIL-
LA was recommended by a neighbor. After
she had been taking it a few days we noticed
a change for the better —she began to eat
with a relish. It seemed to take out the
poison the disease had left in her blood, the
change being very noticeable in her face.
Bhe took it two months and fully regained
her health, much to our delight. ~ We now
recommeénd HooOD'S SARSAPARILLA with a

great deal of pleasure. Very truly yours,

J. R. SMITH,

19 Butterfield Street.

“That Extreme Tired Feeling.”

" The first bottle has done my daughter a
freat deal of good; her food does not dis-

ress her now, nor does she suffer from that
extrems tired feeling which she did before
taking HoOD'S SARSAPARILLA."

Sold by all druggists. Price £1 a bottle or
six bottles for 85, FPrepared by C. 1, HOOD
& CO., Apothecaries, Lowell, Mass.

Hood's Tooszprn::a—frr, Only 25 Cents.

ohn C. Haynes & Co.,

33 COURT STREET, BOSTON.

Musical Boxes in Great Variety.,
Brass Band Instruments,
Violins,

American Guitars Warranted.,
Imported Guitars.
Banjos from $2.00 upward.

Violin, Violoncello, Double Bass,

Banjo, Zither and Harp Strings
and Trimmings.

Accordeons and Concertinas of all
descriptions. American and For-
eign Sheet Music, Music Books,
&c., &c., Wholesale and Retail.

This establishment is one of the branch stores of
Driver Ditsox & Co., and posseses unequalled ad-
antages for the importation of instrunients from the
best manufactarers in Borope.

$66n week In your own town, Terms and $5 outfit
free. Address H, Eallett & Co., Portland, Maine,

Watcnes. Stem windera §3.50. White metal Hunting Cans
$2 8, Imbtation gold 36, Solid gold 12 Cheaprest and beat
for your own use or speculstive purposes. Valuable cat-
alogue free. THOMPSON & OO, 132 Nassan S¢. New York,

Hair Work!!

Switches, Curle, Pulfs and Brizzes made Lo orderin
neat snd workmanlike manner. Also, Genl's
Funrd Chains and a variety of Hair Flowers, single
or formed In a wreath, Give me acall., Allorders
by mail promyptiy stlended Lo,
MHES.J N.BMITH. Park 8L., Barlon, Vt.

WEST GLOVER.

FAILING HEALTH CAUSES THE SUBSCRI-
BER TO OFFER THE FOLLOWING PROPERTY
FOR SALE:

Srore. DweLLing House Axp BarN
ATTACHED.

Oxe good DweLLiNe House anp
BARN ATTACHED.

Arso oNE Farm or 100 aAcres, oNE
MiLE FroM sAatp West Grover,

For A MORE PULL DESCRIPTION CALL
AND EXAMINE THE PREMISES OR ADDRESS
THE SUBSCRIBER.

A LIBERAL AMOUNT OF THE PURCHASE
MONEY CAN LAY ON MORTGAGE IF DESIRED,

GOoODE CHEAPER THAN EVER TUNTIL
STORE I8 BOLD.

E. 0. RANDALL.

Deo. 27, 1880.

SUPPOSE.

Buppose, my little lady,
Your doll should break its head,
Could you mnke it whole by erying
Till your eyes and nose were red?
And wouldn't it be plensanter
To treat it as a joke;
And say you're glad ‘twas dolly’s,
And pet your head, that broke ?

Buppose you're dressed for walking,
And the raln comes pouring down,
Will it clear off any sooner
Becsuse you scold and frown ?
And wouldn't it be nicer
For you to smile than pouot,
And to make sunshine in the houge
When there 1s none without?

Buppose your task, my little man,
Is very hard to get,
Will it make it any easier
For you to sit and fret?
Anc wouldn't it be wlser
Than waiting like a dunce,
To go to work in earnest
And learn the thing at once?

Buppose that some boys have a horse,
And some a coach and pair,
Whll it tire you less while walking
To say “1t isn't fair ¢
And would it not be nobler
To keep your temper sweel,
And in your heart be thanklul
Yon can walk upon your feet?

Buppose the world don’t please you,
Nor the way gome people do,

Do you think the whole arrangement
Will be altered just for you 2’

And is not it, my boy or girl,
The wisest, bravest plan,

Whalever comes, or doesn’t come,
To do the best you can ?

. . —

 VERNAL FAITH.

When heaven was stormy, earth waa cold,
And sunlight shunned the wold and wave,

Thought burrowed in the chorch-yard mould,
And fed on dreams that haont the grave.

But now that heaven Is freed from strife,
And earthi’s full heart with rapture swells,

Thought soars through flelds of endless life
Above the shining asphodels.

What flower that drinks the sonth wind's breath,
What sparkling leaf, what Hebe morn,

But flouts the sullen gray-beard Death,
And laughs our arctic doubts to scorn ?

Pale selentist, scant of healthful blood,
Your ghastly tomes one moment close;

Pluck freshnees from a spring-time bud,
Find wisdom in the opening rose.

Mark the white lily, whose sweet core
Hath many a wild-bes swarm enticed,

Ani drew therefrom n honeyed lore
Pure as the tender ereed of Christ!

Yen, even the weed, which npward holds
1ts tiny ear past bower and lawn,
A lovelier faith than yours unfolds,
Caught from the far fmint winds of dawn,
—Paul H. Hayne in Harper's Magasine.

A gentleman who is fond of horses at-
tended church recently where there is a
somewhat prolonged service before they
come to the sermon. ‘‘How were you
pleased with the services?” asked a friend.
**Oh, very much, though it did strike me
that there was a good deal of scoring be-
fore they got off.”

A little boy who was to pass the after-
noon with a neighbor’s little daughter was
given two pieces of candy. When he re-
turned his mother inquired if he gave the
larger piece to the little girl. *No, moth-
er, I didn’t. You told me always to give
the biggest piece to company, and I was
company over there.”

There is & marble lamb on the tomb-
stone of an old Galvestonian, and when
an old friend saw it for the first time he
exclaimed: “How appropriate!” ‘“Was
he of a gentle disposition?” *“Whew! I
guess not. He would shoot in a minute,
but he always over-fed himself on spring
lamb and green peas. That's what killed
him, I reckon.”

It is mighty embarrassing to a man who
has some religious friends staying with
him to have his dog, which has been very
quiet during the week days, begin right
after breakfast Sunday to run to the gun
in the corner and turn to his master and
wag his tail, and then run back to the
gun again. Beekman will keep his dog
chained hereafter.

A witty old American judge, who had
spent an evening with a young lawyer in
the country whose office was on the sec-
ond floor, on his departure stumbled on
the stairs and fell to the bottom. The
young lawyer hearing the noise rushed
out and, seeing the judge lying on his
back at the bottom of the stairs, hastened
down and with great anxiety asked: *Is
your honor hurt?” “No,” said the judge,
scrambling to his feet, “but my legs are.”

“Mr. O'Rafferty,” said the Galveston
Recorder, ““the witnesses all say you
kicked the gentleman and called him all
manner of vile names.” “I don't know
what happened, your honor. IfI did that
I am very sorry indade.” *‘Yes, youn
ought to regret it very much.” I do,
indade. It is wid me own families that I
take such liberties, and if I have been
treatin' such an ill-favored scoundrel as
if he was a member of me own family I'll
regret it to the last day of me life, I will,”

A young man had his girl out riding in
a no-top buggy the other afternoon. In
one pocket he carried a bottle of spirits
of ammonia for the headache, and in
another he had a bottle of cologne, just
purchased. As they were riding along
he asked her to take a smell of his new
perfumery, but unfortunately placed the
wrong bottle to her nose. She took a
wholesale sniff, and remarked : “Gugug—
ugug—huh—huh!” and went over out of
the carriage backwards, and for an instant
the air in the rear of the buggy was filled
with striped stockings, high-heeled shoes,
arms, a choking girl, and so forth. She
escaped serious injury, but she hasn't
spoken to the young man since. Some
girls get angry at the least little thing.

Itching Piles—Symptoms and Cure.

The symptoms are moistore. like per-
spiration, intense itching, increased by
scratching, very distressing, particularly
at night, as if pin worms were crawling
in and about the rectum ; the private parts
are sometimes affected ; if allowed to con-
tinue very serious results may follow.
“DR. SWAYNE'S ALL-HeALING OINTMENT™
is a pleasant sure cure. Also for tetter,
itch, salt rheum, scald head, erysipelas,
barber’s itch, blotches, all scaly, crusty,
cutaneous eruptions. Price 50 cents. 38
boxes for §1.25. Sent by mail to any ad-
dress on receipt of price in currency, or
three cent postage stamps. Prepared only
by Dr. Swayne & Son, 330 North Sixth St.,
Philadelphia, Pa., to whom letters should
be addressed. Sold by all prominent
druggists. 47y

The Money Lender.

Mr. Edgar was a money lender and
scrupled not in exacting the highest
v'street rates” of interest that could be
obtained. 1f good paper were offered
and he could buy it from the needy
seeker of cash at two or even three per
cent. a month, he did not hesitate about
the trapsaction on any scruples of jus-
tice between man and man. Below one
per cent. a month he rarely made loans.
He had nothing to do with the question
as to whether the holder of the bills
could afford the sacrifice. The circle of
his thoughts went not beyond gain to
himself.

Few days closed with Mr .Edgar that
he was not able to count up his gains
as high as from thirty to one hundred
dollars—not acquired in trade, not com-
ing back to him as the reward of pro-
ductive industry, but the simple accu-
mulation of large clippings from the an-
ticipated reward of others’ industry.
Always with a good balance in the bank
he had but to sign his name to a check
and that very slight effort was repaid
by a gain of from ten to fifty dollars
according to the size and time of the
note he had agreed to discount. A
shrewd man, and well acquainted with
the business stand around him, Mr. Ed-
gar rarely made mistakes in money
transactions.

Was Mr. Edgar a bappy man?
that is a home question. But we an-
swer frankly, no. During his office
hours, while his love of gain was active
—while good customers were coming
and going, and good operations being
effected, his mind was in a pleasurable
glow. But at other times he suffered
greatly from a pressure on his feelings,
the cause of which he did mnot clearly
understand. Wealth he had always re-
garded as the greatest good in life, and
now he had not only had wealth but the
income therefrom was a great deal more
than he bad any desire to spend. And
yet he was not happy ; no, not even in
the thought of his large possessions.
Only in the mental activity through
which more was obtained did he really
fiod satisfaction; but this still was of
short duration.

Positive unhappiness Mr. Edgar of-
ten experienced. Occasional losses,
careful and shrewd as he always was,
were inevitable.  These fretted him
greatly. To lose a thousand dollars in-
stead of gaining, as was pleasantly be
lieved, some sixty or seventy, was a
shower of cold water upon his ardent
love of accumulation, and he shivered
painfully under the infliction. The op-
potunities of friends who needed money,
and to whom it was unsafe to lend it,
were also a sowrce of no small aonoy-
ance. And, moreover, there was little
of the heart's warm sunshine at home.
As Mr. Edgar had thought more of lay-
ing up wealth for his children than the
true riches of intellect and heart, ill
weeds had sprung up in their minds.
He had not loved them with an unsel-
fish love, and he received not a higher
affection than he had bestowed. Their
prominent thought in regard to him
seemed ever to be the obtaining of some
concession to their real or imaginary
wants; and if denied these they react-
ed upon him in anger, sullenness or
complaint.

Ab,

Oh, vo, Mr. Edgar was not happy.
Few gleams of sunshine lay across his
path. Life, to him, in his own bitter
words, uttered after some keen disap-
pointment, bad *proved a failure.” And
yet he continued eager for gain; would
cut as deep, exact as much, from those
who had need of his money in their
business as ever. The measure of per-
centage was the measure of his satis-
faction.

Oune day a gentleman said to him:

“Mr. Edgar, 1 advised a young me-
chaunic, who had been in business for a
short time, and who has to take notes
for his work, to call on you for the pur-
pose of getting them cashed. He bhas
no credit in bank, and 18 therefore com-
pelled to go upon the street for mouney.
Most of his work is taken by one of the
safest houses in the city ; his paper is,
therefore, as good as any in the market.
Deal as moderately with bim as you can.
He knows little about these matters, or
where to go for the accommodation he
needs.”

*Is he an industrious and prudent
young man ?” inquired Mr. Edgar, cau-
tion and cupidity at once excited.

“He is,”

“\What's his name ?"

«Blakewell.”

“Oh, I know him. Very well ; send
him along, and if his paper is good, I'll
discount it.”

“You will find it first rate,”” said the
gentleman.

“How much shall I charge bim ?”

That was Mr. Edgar’s first thought
as soon as he was alone. LEven as he
asked himself the question; the young
mechanic entered.

“You take good paper sometimes?”
said the latter in a hesitating manner.

The countenance of Mr. Edgar became
very grave.

“Sometimes 1 do,” he answered with
assumed indifference.

“I have & note of Deyden & Co.'s

that 1 wish discounted,” said Blakewell.

“For how much ?”

“Three hundred dollars ; s1x months;”
and he handed Mr. Edgar the note.

“] don't like over four months’
notes,” remarked the money lender cold-
ly. Then he asked, “What rate of in-
terest do you expect to pay ?”

“Whatever is usual. Of course I
wish to get it done as low as possible.
My profits are not large, and every dol-
lar I pay in discounts is co much taken
from the growth of my business and the
comfort of my family.”

“You have a family 2"

“Yes sir. - A wife and four children.”

Mr. Edgar,mused for a moment or
two. An unselfish thought was strug-
gliug to get into his mind.

“What have you usually paid on this
paper 2’ he asked.

“The last 1 had discounted cost me
one and a half per cent. a month.”

“Notes of this kind are rarely mark-
etable below that rate,” said Mr. Ed-
gar. He had thought of exacting two
per cent. “If you will leave the mnote
and call round in half an hour, I will
see what can be done.”

“Very well,” returned the mechanic.
“Be as moderate with me as you can.”

For the half hour that went by dur-
ing the young man's absence, Mr. Edgar
walked the floor of his counting-room
trying to come to some decision in re-
gard to the note.  Love of gain de-
manded two per cent. a month, while a
feeble voice, scarcely heard, so far away
did it seem, pleaded for a generous re-
gard to the young man’s necessities.
The conflict taking place in his mind
was a new one for the money lender.
In no instance before had he experienc-
ed any hesitation on the score of a large
discount. Love of gain continued clam-
orous for two per cent. on the note ; yet
ever and acon, the low voice stole in
pleading accents to his ears.

“I'll do it for one and a half,” said
Mr. Edgar, yielding slightly to the
claim of humanity, urged by the voice
that seemed to be coming nearer.

Love of gain, after slight opposition,
was satisfied. But the low penetrating
voice asked for something better still.

“Weakness! Folly !” exclaimed Mr.
Edgar. «l'd better make him a present
of the money at once.”

It availed nothing.
not be hushed.

“Oue per cent.! He couldn’t get it
done so low as that in the city.”

“He is a poor young man, and has a
wife and four little children,” said the
voice. ‘Even the abstraction of legal
interest from his hard earnings is defect
enough ; to lose twice that sum will
make a heavy draught on his profits,
which, under the present competition in
trade, are not large. He is honest and
industrious, and by his useful labor, is
aidiog the social well-being. Is it right
for you to get his reward ?—to take his
profits, and add them to your already
rich accumulations ?”

Mr. Edgar did not take these home
questions, and tried to stop his ears so
that the voice could not find an en-
trance. But he tried in vain.

“Bank rates on this note,” continued
the inward voice, “would not much ex-
ceed nine dollars. Even this is a large
sum for a poor man to lose. Double
the rate of interest, and the loss be-
comes an injury to his business, or the
cause of seriously abridging the home
comforts. And how much will nine
dollars contribute to your happiness ?
Not as much as a jot or a tittle.  You
are unable now to spend your income.”

The young mechanic entered at this
favorable moment. The money lender
pointed to a chair; then turned to his
desk, and filled up, harnedly, a check.
Blakewell glanced at the amount there-
of as it was handed to him, and an in-
stant flush of surprise came into his
face.

“Haven’t you make a mistake, Mr.
Edgar 7 said he.

“In what respect 2"

“The note was for three hundred dol-
lars, six months, and you have given
me a check for two hundred and ninety
dollars, forty-three cents.”

“I've charged you bank interest,”
said Mr. Edgar, with a feeling of pleas-
ure at his heart so new that it sent a
glow along every nerve and fibre of his
being.

“Bank interest! I did not expect
this,” replied the young man, wisibly
moved.

*One per cent. I would have paid you
cheerfully.  Eighteen dollars saved!
How much good that will do me! 1
could not have saved it—or, I might
say, have received it—more opportune-
ly. This is a kindoess for which I
shall ever remember you gratefully.

Crasping the money lender’s hand he
shook it warmly, then turned and hur-
ried away.

Only onme previous transaction had
that day been made by Mr. Edgar. lo
that transaction his gain was fifty -dol-
lars, and much pleasure had it given
him. But the delight experienced wus
not to be compared with what he mnow
felt. It was to bim a pew experience
in life—a realization of this beautiful
truth, *It is more blessed to give than
to receive.”

The voice could

Once or twice, during the - day, as
Mr. Edgar dwelt on the little circum-
stances, his natural love of gain caused
regret for the loss of money involved in
the transaction to enter his mind. How
cold, moody and uncomfortable he in-
stantly became ! Self-love was seeking
£o rob the money lender of the just re-
ward of a good deed. But the voice
which had prompted the generous act
was heard clear and sweet, and again
his heart beat to a gladder measure.

Evening was closing in on the day
following. It was the last day in the
year, and winter had commenced in real
earnest. Snow had fallen for some
hours. Now, however, the sky was
clear, but the air keen and frosty. The
day to Mr. Edgar was one in which
more than the usualnumber of <¢good
transactions” had been made. Un one
perfectly safe note he had been able to
charge as high as three per cent. per
month. Full of pleasurable excitement
had his mind been while thus gathering
in gafn, but now, the excitement being
over, he was oppressed. From whence
the pressure came, he did not know. A
cloud usually fell upon his spirits with
the closing day ; and there was not sun-
shine enough at home to chase it from
his sky. ‘

As Mr. Edgar walked along with his
eyes upon the pavement, his name was
called. Looking up, he saw, standing
at the open door of a small house, the
mechanic he had befriended the day be-
fore.

“Step in here just one moment,” said
the young man.

The request was made in a way that
left Mr. Edgar no alternative but com-
pliance. So he entered the humble
dwelling, He found himself in a small
unlighted room, adjoining one in which
a lamp was burning, and in which was
a young womaun, plainly but neatly
dressed, and four children ; the young-
est lying in a cradle. The woman held
in her hand a warm Bay State shawl,
which, after a plecased expression of
countenance, she threw over her shoul-
ders and glanced at herself in a looking
glass. The oldest of the children, a
boy, was trying ona new overcoat ; and
had a
white muff and a warm woolen shawl,
in which her attention was complete ab-
sorbed. A smaller child had a new cap
aud she was the most plewsed of any.

“Oh, isn’t father good to buy us all
these . and we wanted them so much,”
said the oldest of the children. *“Yes-
terday morning when I told him how
cold I was going to school, he said he
was sorry, but that | must try to do
without a coat this winter, for he hadn't
money enough to get us all we wanted.
How did he get more money, mother.”

“To a kind gentleman, who helped
your father, we are indebted for these
needed New Year surprises,” replied the’
mother,

“He must be a good man,” said the
boy. “What's his name ?”’

“His name is Mr. Edgar.”

«I will ask God to bless him to-night
when 1 say my prayers,” innocently

his sister, two years younger,

spoke out the youngest of the three
children.

“What does this mean 7' asked the
money lender, as he hastily retired from
the room he had entered.

«If you had charged me one per cent.
on my note, this scene would not have
occurred,”” said the mechanic. “With
the sum you so generously saved me I
was able to buy these comforts, My
heart blessed you for the deed, and if
the good wishes of my happy family can
throw sunshioe across your path it will
be full of brightness.”

Too much affected to reply, Mr. Ed-
gar rcturned the warm pressure of the
hand which had grasped his and glided

away.
A gleam of sunshine had indeed fall-

en along the pathway of the money
lender. Home had a brighter look as
he passed his own threshold. He felt
kinder and more cheerful, and kindness
and cheerfulness flowed back to him
from all the inmates of his dwelling.
He balf wondered at the changed aspect
worn by everything. His dreams that
night were not of losses, fires and the
wreck of dearly cherished hopes, but of
the humble home made glad by his gen-
erous kindness; again the happy moth-
er, the pleased children and the grate-
ful father were before him, and his own
heart leaped with a new delight.

It was a small act, a very light sac-
rifice on my part” said Mr. Edgar to
himself, as he walked, in a musing
mood, towards his office on the next
morning, “and yet how much of real
happiness has it been the occasion ! So
much that a portion thereof has flowed
back upon my own heart.”

“A good act is twice blessed.”

It seemed as if the words were spok-
et aloud, so distinetly and so suddenly
were they presented to the mind of Mr.
Edgar.

Ah ! if he will only heed the sug-
gestion, made by some pure spirit,
brought pear to him by the stirring of
good affections in his mind ! In it lies
the secret of truo happiness. Let him
but act therefrom and the sunshioe will
never be absent from his pathway.—
American Cultivator.

ENGLAND AND THE BOERS.

The love of power has been the curse
of mankind ; and Eogland, influenced
by this motive, has a heavy burden of
sins to account for at the bar of history.
Her treatment of the Boers—the Dutch
settlers in South Africa—is an instance,
according to her own officers, of singu-
lar injustice, cruelty and tyranoy.
Lieut.-Col. Butler, of the English army,
gives in the current Contemporary a
clear narrative of the causes of this war
against the Boers, which are condensed
for the benefit of our readers, begging
them to remember that if England is
shown to be wicked, her wickedness is
exposed not by American prejudice, but
by an Englishman who was in a posi-
tion fitting him to judge.

In 1836, a large number of Dutch
families, regarding themselves as un-
justly and harshly treated by the Eng-
lish Government of Cape Colony, de-
termined to seek freedom and independ-
ence. Sacrificing their lands, and con-
verting their property into oxen, sheep,
horses and wagons, they crossed the
Orange River and pushed north-east
into the wilderness. The Eoglish At-
torney-General acknowledge their per-
fect right thus to withdraw from the prov-
ince under British rule and the relations
of British citizenship. *They mean,”
he said, “to consider themselves no long-
er British subjects. Here clearly is no
claim either to the persons of the Boers,
or to the lands into which they were ad-
vancing. Indeed, these lands were un-
occupied by any white man. The na-
tive Zulus claimed it, and stubbornly
resisted the purpose of the Boers to set.
tle among them. Bloody battles were
fought with the Zulu savages, with al
ternating victories. It seemed often as
if the Dutch would be swept utterly
away. At one time their heroic leader,
Pieter Rietef, and seventy of his com-
panions, were invited by the Zulu king
to a peaceful conference, where they
were to be put in formal possession of
the territory they had conquered. But
the artful Zulu bad only allured them
to a massacre. The too confiding Dutch
were treachously slain.  But the re-
mainder of the company, and especially
the women, never faltered. Living in
wagons, journeying from point to point,
fighting and negotiating, they at last
acquired a eountry of maguificent rich-
From the Drakens-
berg they could gaze down far-reaching
and fertile slopes looking toward the
east, and whose shores were bathed by
the waters of the Indian Ocean.  Then
they built huts where Durban now
stands; and though they were worn by
hardships and disease, and miserably
destitute of every comfort of civilized
life, they bore their calamities with he-
roic fortitude, and considered themselves
happy in their independence. But,
alas ! just as they considered the Prom-
ised Land gained and their troubles
over, what was their amazement and in-
dignation to find themselves pursued by
a column of one hundred English troops,
hurrying in hot haste under the osten-
sible plea of affording the Doers protec-
tion! However, this column was short-
ly withdrawn, and the Boers, dreaming
themselves forever free from further in-
terference, laid out their seat of Govern-
ment, and named it **Peter Maritzburg”
after their lost leader, Pieter Rietef,and
his companion, Gert Maritz. They ex-
tended and defined their dominion un-
der the title of “*Republic of Natalia.”
Here they began to thrive, showing
themselves to be *a homely, sober, wvir-
tuous, quiet, dull race of beings, as full
of faith in God, and of fair dealing be-
tween man and man, as this world holds
a human sample of.”  But after enjoy-
ing about three years of peace and pros-
perity, they were suddenly attacked by
British troops, and Post Natal was seiz-
in the Queen's name. Mr. Pretorius,
their ablest man, was sent to Cape Col-
ony to remonstrate with the English
Lord High Commissioner. He was de-
nied a personal interview. Having sent
in a written protest against “*her Majes-
ty’s gracious pretection, which he de-
clared was interpreted by the great ma-
jority of those who had experienced it
in Cape Colony to be alienation, op-
pression and extermination,” be shook
the dust from his feet against the Eng-
lish once more, and prepared with his
long suffering people to try the fortune
of a new wilderness beyond all possible
claims of English authority. Into the
bleak wilds of the Vaal and Orange
Rivers they plunged, exposing them-
selves to **a state of misery,” which, Sir
Harry Smith says, **he never saw equal-
ed except in Masena's invasion of Portu-
gal, when the whole of the population
of the seat of war abandoned their
homes. The scene was truly heart-
rending.” But a proclamation follow-
ed them declaring the land between the
Orange and Vaal Rivers to be British
territory. This was too much. The
Boers rose in rebellion against what
they belicved to be tyranny, outragiog

ness and heanty.

human vpature, and unjustly trampliog |

out the instinet to be free.
The British by superior numbers and

better arms won in a pitehed battle,and | (20 F T T8 many of these re- |

the wretched Boers fled north over the
Vaal River. After untold suffering the

Boers, in 1852, were recognized in their !

Transvaal region as free and independ-
ent by Commissioners appointed by the
British Government, with the warmest
wishes for *peace, free trade and friend-
ly intercourse ;” and ‘‘after two years
the Orange River State was transferred
with guarantees of independence to the
Dutch farmers inhabiting it.”

Thus England acknowledged at last
the independence and rights of the
Dutch Republic. And for twenty-five
years that Republic made rapid strides
in wealth and power. It numbered
40,000 souls and produced considera-
ble quantities of gold, copper, coal and
iron. Adventurers poured in, and by
their aid suddenly the Republic was an-
nexed to the Eoglish crown! The real
reason for this outrage against the law
of nations is alleged by good judges to
have been the prospect of a loss of trade
by Cape Colony aud Natal with the
Boers. The Boers proposed to build a
railway from Pretoria to Delagoa Bay ;
and this, if accomplished, would bave
ruined trade with the British Colony ;
hence English interference and annexa-
tion in 1877. 'The ostensible reason
was the thin plea of protection against
the savages, and against the danger of
civil war in the Dutch Republic itself.
We are glad to learn as we go to press
that Mr. Gladstone's Government has
finally determined on peace without
waiting for that other victory which the
crazed public sentiment demands. This
may be Jingoism, bat it is not Chris-
tianity ?— Christian at Work.

SENSIBLE VIEWS ON
REFUNDING.

The Washington correspondent of the
Boston Zraveller has been interviewing
Senator Blaine on the question of re-
funding, who expresses the following
sensible views :

“] will tell you the way I look at
this whole matter of handling the pub-
lic debt. We bhave got $682,0000,000
in indebtedness to provide for, and we
have got a very popular bond in the
four per cent. bond, a bond which is
taken up not only readily but eagerly
by investors, and which sells at 112,
Now I dare say that to place $600,000,-
000 of them on the market would have
the effect of depressing them somewhat.
I dare say they might go down to 110.
Now, what does that mean? Why it
means that we can eell $600,000,000
of four per cents. for $660,000,000, and
thus wipe out §60,000,000 of the pub-
lic debt as with the stroke of the pen.
The 10 per cent. premium gives us §60,-
000,000 margin, which will cancel so
much of the debt, forever lifting it right
off the shoulders of the people. Sup-
pose, on the other hand, that you issue
a three per cent. bond and find that you
could only float it at 95. Then you
would have to issue more bonds to cov-
er the deficiency, and you have not
really a loan at 3 per cent. at all, while
you have lowered the public credit.
One other thing occurs to me; It is a
positive hardskip on a large class to in-
sist upon the 3 per cent. rates. I refer
to the large class of investors who are
compelled as trustees to invest in Gov-
ernment bonds. They cannot put their
money elsewhere, no matter how low the
The money they hold is that
of widows and minors, and of educa-
tional and benevolent institutions. It
presses upon them with a peculiar hard-
ship to be forced to accept this 3 per
cent. rate. The public credit stands
high now, and it is wisdom to keep it
g0 by giving the Treasury a discretion
that will enable it to command sub-
scriptions readily and sell the bonds at
a premium.”

rate is.

President Garfield rises at 7 in the
morning—before any of the family ex-
cept his venerable mother, whose hour
is 6. He reads the papers; at 8 he
breakfasts ; then he goes to his office
and dictates personal letters to his sten-
ographer. Then after a little chat with
his family he is ready to receive the
waiting crowd of callers. At half-past
2 he lunches, then divers member of the
Cabinet appear, and at 6 he dines.
There are no Sunday-night singing-
classes at the White House now. The
Cincinnati Commercial says: *“The
President is a great lover of children.
He enjoys their company, and leves to
romp with them. His oldest daughter,
Mollie, is of that age when her lessons
and her educational advancement re-
quire much attention. Her father takes
a deep personal interest in her.”

Physicians of Long Practice.—In
regard to the administration of “Com-
pound Oxygen,” the new remedy for
chronic ailments, which is attracting so
much attention, we wish to say that we
are physicians of long practice and exper-
ience, not venders of a patent medicine.
Our business is to cure diseases. There
has come into our possession a knowledge
of the way in which to combine oxygen
and nitrogen, the two elements which
make up our common or atmospheric air,
in such proportions as to render it much

richer in the vital or life-giving quality.
It contains no medicament, unless the
elements of pure air are medicines, and
its administration introduces nothing into

the body which the system does not wel-
come as a friend, accept with avidity, and
| appropriate as entirely homogeneous to

sults recorded in our Treatise on ‘' Com-
| pound Oxygen, which is sent free. Ad-
dress Drs. Starkey & Palen, 1109 and 1111
Girard St., Philadelphia, Pa.

LETTER FROM NEW YORK.

[Speecial Correspondence of the Mouitor. ]

NEw York, March 14, 1881.

One sometimes doesn’t know whether
to laugh or get mad at some of the ras-
cality that goes on in this wicked world.
Even an aggrieved tax-payer eould hard-
1y help smiling at the Iatest bit of official
Handy Andyism or, rather, Hanky Panky
in Brooklyn. There was a contract for
building a new jail wall to the alleged
lowest responsible bidder—not the low-
est bidder by a long shot. Of course ev-
erybody knew it was a steal, and a good
many said so, but that didn’t matter any.
One steal, more or less, hy a gang of pol-
iticians don’t matter so very much, and
the average good citizen can't help him-
self, as a rule, even if he does make a
hubbub, and the average good citizen
usually strives to content himself with
grumbling. Well, the wall was built.
During the building it was daily carefully
inspected by specially appointed and ex-
tra paid inspectors, and after it was built
it was inspected by the respectable gen-
tleman who awarded the contract. It
was then discovered that there was no
way of getting into or out of the new jail
wall other than by a ladder over the top
of it. The contractor had adhered rigid-
ly to the specification to the very letter,
unless, as is probable, the material is in-
ferior, and built the wall solid. It will
cost over a thousand dollars—at least in
the way taxpayers have to pay bills—to
rectify this extraordinary omission and
supply a gateway.

Ivory Chamberlain is dead. Probably
not more than one in & thousand of your
readers will have any idea as to whom I
refer. Probably not more than one out
of a thousand has not been influenced for
good by the writings of that man. He
was the beau ideal of the impersonal
journalist, a very modest man, with a
massive intellect, a kindly heart, exten-
sive knowledge, and an unsurpassed pow-
er of expression. There was no porten-
tous weightiness about his compositions,
and flippancy or sentimentalism were as
remote. But in pure, simple, plain Eng-
lish. without the least affectation of epi-
grammatic terseness, he hit the bull’s-eye
every time. What he wrote told. Peo-
ple remembered it and adopted his argu-
ments. A most learned man, delighting
in the classies as his dearest relaxation,
he wrote English. He never tried to
“show his larnin’,” as I've heard an illit-
erate and disagreeable but sometimes
common-sensical editor say about your
Raprx in his earlier journalistic efforts.
And he was a good soul. Helived a very
retired life, but was respected by every
one who knew him ever so slightly, and
was very dear to those who knew him
well. For some years he was an edito-
rial writer on the Herald, and that paper,
with all its resources, cannot at this mo-
ment lay its hand on a man who can quite
fill Chamberlain’s place.

Mining somehow seems to be looking
up. I am in a position where I can see a
good deal of the workings of outside
finance, and I notice that a good many
old gentlemen, retired merchants and
that class, who come potterlnz aronnd
their friends who are still in business, are
asking their advice as to whether they
shouldn’t invest in such and such mining
stock, which generally means that they
intend to do it, whichever way the ad-
vice may be. The fact iz, there is a neat
deal of loose money about, tightly held,
perhaps, but still earning very unsatis-
factory dividends for the possessors, who
have it so snugly salted down. The fact
that the government authorities thonght
it possible to float 3 per cent. bonds
shows that they have accurately guaged
this state of things. Well, mining is a
lottery, they say, but then, again, it is no
more of a lottery than any other business.
IT a man goes into mining with the same
capital and knowledge and keeps his eyes
open as well as in any other business, im-
porting, exporting, manufactoring, pub-
lishing or what not, he will probably find
mining the best lottery of them all. Why ?
Because the products of mining are ac-
tual ready money, if gold or =ilver, or a
precious sight nearer ready money i of
other ores than the producis of almost
any other business yon can name. The
cost is no larger and the chances are
less, and.the interest on the disposition
of the invoice is very much in its favor.
The United States are richly gifted with
minerals, and the business of mining is
to get them out. It is a legitimate busi-
ness and should be, and will be probably
henceforward carried on in a legitimate
way. The sharks have had their innings,
and the victim they have spared complete
shearing are not only wary themselves
but serve as beacons to render others
wary also. Your Rapix predicts much
and speedy increase in the mining inter-
est, with very satisfactory results to all
concerned.

Twenty-three men saved from a sink-
ing steamship formed part of the unex-
pectedly full passenger list of the *Erin,”
of the gallant National Line, this week.
The splendid fellows who man those
ships seem always to be getting chances
to do some daring deed which wins men's
admiration without looking for it, and
they never fail to take full advangate of
their chances. I am the more interested
in this last rescue, because I happen to
have made a passage in this same “Erin.”
We didn't save anybody when I was
aboard her, but we had a very jolly time,
and I am sure all the passengers will al-
ways have a bright spot in their lives to
look to, in thinking of any voyage in the
ships which have F. W. J. Hurst at this
end of the ocean ferry to look after them.

Rapix.

Sk vs, JaNORANCE.—AS a perfect
pharmacentical preparation, we are told
that Hood's Sarsaparilla surpasses any
proprietary article upon the market. Even
to our inexperienced eye we see positive
indications of the truth of the foregoing.
A glance at the article shows the serupa-
lous meatness and care with which the

detail of its manufacture and putting up
must be conducted. These points areof
importance in any business, but in the
manipulations of remedies for the relief

' of human suffering the become of suprenie
i importance, and only such medicines - ar:

worthy public confldence,




